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round the Maypole, till the last sunbeam be withdrawn
from its summit, and the shadows of the forest mingle
gloomily in the dance. Meanwhile, we may discover
who these gay people were.

Two hundred years ago, and more, the old world
and its inhabitants became mutually weary of each
other. Men voyaged by thousands to the West:
some to barter glass beads, and such like jewels, for
the furs of the Indian hunter; some to conquer virgin
empires; and one stern band to pray. But none of these
motives had much weight with the colonists of Merry
Mount. Their leaders were men who had sported so
long with life, that when Thought and Wisdom came,
even these unwelcome guests were led astray by the
crowd of vanities which they should have put to
flight. Erring Thought and perverted Wisdom were
made to put on masques, and play the fool. The men of
whom we speak, after losing the heart's fresh gayety,
imagined a wild philosophy of pleasure, and came
hither to act out their latest day-dream. They gathered
followers from all that giddy tribe whose whole life is
like the festal days of soberer men. In their train were
minstrels, not unknown in London streets: wandering
players, whose theaters had been the halls of noble-
men; mummers, rope-dancers, and mountebanks, who
would long be missed at wakes, church ales, and fairs;
in a word, mirth makers of every sort, such as abounded
in that age, but now began to be discountenanced by
the rapid growth of Puritanism. Light had their foot-
steps been on land, and as lightly they came across the
sea. Many had been maddened by their previous trou-
bles into a gay despair; others were as madly gay in the
flush of youth, like the May Lord and his Lady; but
whatever might be the quality of their mirth, old and
young were gay at Merry Mount. The young deemed
themselves happy. The elder spirits, if they knew that
mirth was but the counterfeit of happiness, yet followed